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NO NECESSITY FOR A CHANGE. 
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Sacesman Reip.—Won’t you give us an order, sir? We’ve been anxious to put a Magnetic Safe into your White House for a long time! 


Uncre Sam.— No, 


I think not.— The Safe I am using at present suits me immensely. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


F THE Average Citizen—that shadowy figure for whose benefit the coun- 

| try is governed, and to whom all politicians appeal — will grant us the 
privilege, we will call his attention to a few facts of interest and im- 
portance to himself. There is nothing novel about the facts as facts; yet 
we believe that they will come to him with force of novelty, if he will 
condescend to consider them. The Average Citizen has been brought up 
to believe that his daily bread depends upon the preservation of a pro- 
tective tariff; and we are afraid that he sees something like profanity in 
any form of attack on that sacred institution, This being the case, he 
must think that man insane who deliberately tells him that the preserva- 
tion of the protective tariff depends upon his daily bread —on the share of 
it that he is willing to give up to keep certain manufacturers “ protected.” 

* 
* * 

Yet this is plain common-sense fact, O Average Citizen! Who pays 
for the tariff? Out of whose pocket come all these duties on imports? 
Out of the pockets of the Briton and the German and the Frenchman, 
as your Pennsylvania friends would have you believe? Not in the least. 
You pay these duties; they come out of your pocket. For years you 
have been told that in taxing an English-made article of import you are 
taxing the English maker. Would it trouble you too much to reason for 
yourself, only for five minutes, just to assure yourself of the fallacy of this 
proposition? If the vast sums collected by such taxes are in part taken 
from your humble pocket, it must be of deep interest to you to learn just 
how it is done. You may be pained when you find out that the hated 
Briton is grinning at your simplicity; but your pain may be alleviated 
by the reflection that the remedy lies in your own hands. 

* " * 

Come, let us reason together. A British manufacturer can sell a 
certain piece of cloth delivered in America for $100— being. a dollar a 
yard. An American importer buys that piece of cloth for that price, and 
imports it. He has to pay on his importation a duty of $100— let ns 
say. Well, he pays it; adds that amount to the original cost of the 
goods, and then finds that he can sell the piece at a fair profit for $250. 
It goes to the middle-man, who claps on $50 for zs profit; and from him 
it goes to the retailer, who has to make another $50 out of it. So, when 
you, O Average Citizen! come to buy ten yards of that cloth for your 
wife’s dress, you have to pay $35 for what cost to the first buyer $10 and 
might have been sold here, paying three profits to American handlers, 
for $17.50. Now then, good Average Citizen, who paid those duties? 
It seems that you, for one, paid your share. 


* 
* * 


But it also stems that you paid mors than your share. Had there 
been no duty on the goods, you might have had them from the retailer 
for $17.50. But $17.50, plus the duty, is only $27.50, and you paid 
$35. What is this extra $7.50, and why do you pay it? It is the inter- 
est on the increased amount of money invested by the American handlers 
on account of this duty. Of course, if a man has to pay one hundred dol- 
lars tax on every purchase he makes to the amount of one hundred dollars, 
he must invest just twice as much money in his business as he would if he 
were not taxed at all. Of course he must have the interest on this extra 
money — he can not turn it over and over again for nothing. And, going 
a step further, we see that he is in equity entitled to look for a larger pro- 
portion of profit in consideration of his risking so much more. You must 
remember that if he fails to sell the cloth he has bought, after the duty is 
paid, he loses, not $100, but $200. And while the importation might be 
a good risk at $100, it might be a bad risk at twice $100. 

* “ * 

This is, of course, an extreme case. But it is the case, differing in 
degree only and not in kind, in al! transactions where the duty is high 
enough to become really protective. If, instead of 100°/, duty, you take 


a 40°/, duty, the ultimate increase of cost to you of our supposititious 
ten yards of cloth will be, under normal conditions of trade, but $3 over 
what you have paid on account of the duty. But why should you pay 
that $3 to insure the tradesmen you deal with against a possible loss? 
And: yet this is a charge which you are paying on every article that is 
imported for your use. You do not pay on the basis of profits which we 
have taken for the purpose of illustration. Still, it is a charge which you 
must pay whenever you buy imported goods on which the duty involves 
a material increase in the importers’ capital. And you must remember 
that the money you pay for this insurance of the importer, the jobber and 
retailer is so much clear loss to you. If it is only a cent on any one pur- 
chase, it is a cent given to the unhealthy inflation of trade — for no trade 
can be ina healthy condition if it relies on special legislation for its profits. 


* sd * 

The truth is, and the Average Citizen must learn it sooner or later, 
that a protective tariff is a tax imposed on the whole country for the 
benefit of so many of its citizens as may be producers of the goods which 
are protected. It is not a system that is of benefit to the whole country, 
except indirectly, as the prosperity of the protected industries may add 
to the prosperity of the nation, It is desirable, no doubt, when a country 
is young and poor; when it can not manufacture goods as cheaply or as 
well as other nations. But if it fails to serve its purpose; if, after a trial 
lasting through two generations, it fails to put the country. into such a 
condition that it can compete on equal terms with other civilized coun- 
tries, its value is certainly open to doubt. We have no right to tax all 
our citizens for the benefit of a small minority: the protective tariff exists 
by grace of an implied promise that the beneficiaries shall bring their busi- 
ness up to a level on which they may fairly meet foreign competition. If 
this level has not been reached in all these years, what reason have we to 
believe that it will be reached in our time or our children’s time? 


* 
* * 

You may sit down, O well-protected Average Citizen! at your pro- 
tected table, in your protected arm-chair; and button your protected coat 
about you, and dream that your protective tariff is a drain on the wealth 
of the English. But the fact remains that you pay every cent of the 
duties that you impose upon foreign goods, and that nobody is the worse 
off for the increased price, except yourself. The fact remains that you 
pay for goods manufactured in this country the same price which you pay 
for foreign-made goods of the same grade; that price being greater than 
the fair price by the amount of the duty imposed. And, above all, the 
disgraceful fact remains that all these goods on which you pay a tax are 
brought to this country in English ships, sailing under the English flag, 
which take back, on their homeward trip, your American money, O 
Average Citizen! in payment of freight imported by-you in English bot- 
toms. And yet, before we had a protective tariff, we were able to do 
our carrying trade for ourselves. 


ies, 
A SPEECH. EXPECTED. 
(One of our orators meets a friend on the street.) 
Mrs. McGratu (on the corner ).—Give him th’ tebble, 
Jamesey, an’ run loike th’ divil fer a ghlass av wather! It ’s 
Mr. Dephew, it is! 
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AN OLD, OLD STORY. 


Beinc THE TALE OF SOPHRONIA AND Sam. 


By H. C. 


(Concluded. 


FELL upon those bottles, and, for once in 
his quiet, steady, conservative life, he drank 
his fill. He drank the soft, sub-acid claret; 
he drank the nutty sherry; he drank the 
yellow Chartreuse and the ruddy Curagoa. 
He drank the fiery Cognac, and the_smoky 
Scoteh whiskey. He drank and drank, and 
as his grief rose higher and higher, high and 
more high he raised the intoxicating flood. 

At two o’clock of that night, a respect- 
able butler opened a side-door in the man- 
sion of Mr. Tullingworth-Gordon, and sal- 
lied forth to cool his brow in the midnight 
air. Perhaps the midnight air was not so 
fresh and cooling as it might have been; 
perhaps the brow required an inordinate 
amount of cooling — it is only known that 
that respectable butler came not back of his own accord, and that when 
he came back he lay upon a shutter and sang; and the song that he sang 
told the world that he would not go home until morning did appear. 

He was singing as they brought him back, in the early morning; but 
it was not wholly with drunkenness, for delirium had hold of him. Down 
to the south of the house were long stretches of marsh, reaching into the 
Great South Bay, and there he had wandered in his first intoxication. 
There he had stepped over the edge of a little dyke that surrounded Mr. 
Tullingworth-Gordon’s pike-pond — where all the pike died, because the 
water was too salt for them—and there they found him lying on his back, 
with one of the most interesting cases of compound fracture in his right 
leg that has yet been put on record, and with the flat stones that topped 
the dyke lying over him. 

They took him to his room over the stable, and put him to bed, and 
sent for the doctor. The doctor came, and set the leg. He also smelt of 
Mr. Bilson’s breath, and gazed upon Mr, Bilson’s feverish countenance, 
and said: 

‘Hard drinker, eh? We’ll have trouble with him, probably. Has n’t 
he got anybody to look after him?” 

This query found its way up to the manor-house of the Tullingworth- 
Gordons. It came, in some way, to the ears of Sophronia. Shortly after 
dinner-time, she appeared in the chamber of Bilson. 
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Bilson was ‘‘coming out of it.” He was conscious, he was sore; he 
was heavy of heart and head. He looked up, as he lay on his bed, and 
aw a comely, middle-aged Englishwoman, sharp of feature; yet some- 
how pleasant and comforting, standing by his bed. 

“‘Sophronia!” he exclaimed. 

“Hush!” she said: ‘the medical man said you was n’t to talk.” 

“* Sophronia —’tain’t you!” 

‘“*P’rap’s it ain’t,” said Sophronia, sourly: “‘p’raps it’s a cow, or a 
‘orse or a goat, or anythin’ that is my neighbor’s. But the best I know, 
it’s me, an’ I’ve come to ’ave an eye on you.” 

“*S’phronia!” gasped the sufferer: ‘‘’tain’t proper.” 

““*T ’s goin’ to be proper, Samuel Bilson. You wait, an’ you ’ll see 
What you ’ll see. ’Ere ’e comes.” 

Mr. Bilson’s room was reached by a ladder, coming up through a 


Bunner. 


hole in the floor. Through this hole came a peculiarly shaped felt hat; 
then a pale youthful face; then a vest with many buttons. 

**To ’ave and to ’old,” said Sophronia, ‘‘ Ere ’e is.” 

The head came up, and a long, thin body afteg it. Pale and gaunt, 
swaying slightly backward and forward, like a stiff cornstalk in a mild 
breeze, the Reverend Mr. Chizzy stood before them and smiled vaguely. 

The Reverend Mr. Chizzy was only twenty-four, and he might have 
passed for nineteen; but he was so high a churchman that the mould of 
several centuries was on him. He was a priest without a cure; but, as 
some of his irreverent friends expressed it, he was ‘‘in training” for the 
Rectorship of St. Bede’s the Less, a small church in the neighborhood, 
endowed by Mr. Tullingworth-Gordon and disapproved of by his Bishop, 
who had not yet appointed a clergyman. The Bishop had been heard to 
say that he had not yet made up his mind whether St. Bede’s the Less 
was a church or some new kind of theatre. Nevertheless, Mr. Chizzy was 
on hand, living under the wing of the Tullingworth-Gordons, and trying 
to make the good Church-of-England people of the parish believe that 

they needed him and his candles and his 
choir-boys, 
Behind Mr. Chizzy came two limp lit- 
tle girls, hangers-on of the Tullingworth- 
Gordon household by grace of Mrs, ‘Tulling- 
worth-Gordon’s charity. In New England 
they would have been called ‘‘ chore- 
girls.” The Tullingworth-Gordons call- 
ed them “scullery maids.” 

Bilson half rose on his elhow in as- 
tonishment, alarm and indignation, 

**Sophronia ’Uckins,” he de- 
manded: “‘ what do this ’ere mean? 
I ain’t a-dyin’, and [ ain’t got no 
need of a clergyman, thank ’eaven. 
And no more this ain’t a scullery, 
Mrs. ’Uckins,” 

“‘ This,” said Sophronia, pointing at the clergyman as though he were 
a wax-figure in a show: ‘‘this is to wed you and me, Samuel Bilson, and 
them” — (she indicated the scullery-maids,) “‘ them witnesses it.” 

“Witnesses wot?” Mr. Bilson inquired, in a yell. 

** Witnesses our marriage, Samuel Bilson. Nuss you I can not, both 
bein’ single, and nussed you must and shall be. Now set up and be 
marri’d quiet.” 

Mr. Bilson’s physical condition forbade him to leap from the bed; 
but his voice leaped to the rafters above him. 

**Marri’d!”’ he shouted: ‘‘I ll die fust!” 

**Die you will,” said Sophronia, calmly but sternly, ‘‘if married you 
ain’t, and that soon.” 

“Sophronia!” Bilson’s voice was hollow and deeply reproachful: 
“you ’ave throwed me. over.” 

**T ’ave,” she assented. 

“* And ’ere | am.” 

** And there you are.” 

“*Sophronia, you ’ave not treated me right.” 

“I ’ave not, Samuel Bilson,’”? Miss Huckins cheerfully assented: ‘I 
might ’ave known as you was not fit to take care of yourself. But I mean 
to do my dooty now, so will you ’ave the kindness to button your clo’es 
at the neck, and sit up?” 

Mr. Bilson mechanically fastened the 
neck-band of his night-shirt and raised 
himself to the sitting posture. 

“*Mrs. Huckins,” Mr. Chizzy in- , 
terrupted, in an uncertain way: ‘‘I 
did n’t understand — you did not tell 
me—there does not appear to have 
been the usual preliminary arrangement 
for this ceremony.” 

Sophronia turned on him with scorn 
in her voice and bearing. 

“‘Do I understand, sir, as you find 
yourself in a nurry?” 

**T am not in a hurry—oh, no, But . 
—dear me, you know, I can’t perform the 
ceremony under these circumstances.” 

Miss Huckins grew more profoundly scornful. 

**Do you know any himpediment wy we should not be lawfully joined 
together in matrimony?” 

‘*Why,” said the perturbed cleric: “he does n’t want you.” 

“°F doesn’t know wot ’e wants,” returned Sophronia, grimly: ‘“‘if 
women waited for men to find out w’en they wanted wives, there ’d be 
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more old maids than there is. If you "ll be good enough to take your book 
in your ’and, sir, 1 ll see to ’im.” 

Bilson made one last faint protest. 

«’T would n’t be right, Sophronia,” he wailed: ‘‘I ain’t wot I was. 
I’m a wuthless and a busted wreck. I can’t tie no woman to me for life. 
It ain’t doin’ justice to neither.” 

‘If you ’re what you say you are,” said Sophronia im- 
perturbably, ‘‘and you know better than I do, you should 
be glad to take wot you can get. If I’m suited, don’t you 
complain.” 

‘Mrs. Huckins,” the young clergyman 
broke in, feebly assérting himself: ‘‘ this is ut- 
terly irregular.” 

“J know it is,” said Sophronia: ‘‘and 
we ’re a-waitin’ for you to set it straight.” 

The two chore-girls giggled. A warm flush 
mounted to Mr. Chizzy’s pale face. He hesi- 
tated a second; then nervously opened his 
book, and began the service. Sophronia stood 
by the bedside, clasping Bilson’s hand in a 
grasp which no writhing could loosen. 

“‘Dearly beloved,” Mr. Chizzy began, 
addressing the two chore-girls; and with a 
trembling voice he hurried on to the important 
question: 

*‘Wilt thou have this woman to be thy 
wedded wife —” 

“e N —yah!” 

Bilson had begun to say ‘‘ No;” but Sophro- 
nia’s firm hand had tightened on his with so pow- 
erful a pressure that his negative remonstrance 
ended in a positive yell. 

** Ah, really,” broke in Mr. Chizzy: ‘‘I can not proceed, M—M— 
Miss — ah, what ’s your name?—I positively can’t!” 

“Mrs, Bilson,” returned the unmoved Sophronia: ‘‘ Are you intendin’ 
for to part ’usband and wife at this point, sir? Excuse me; but we ’re 
a-waitin’ of your convenience.” 

Mr. Chizzy was a deep red in 
the face. His pallor had given 
place to a flush quite as ghastly in 
its way. The blood was waltzing 
‘n gidd~ circles through his brain 
as he read on and on. 

No church — no candles —no 
robes — no choiring boys. Only 
this awful woman, stern as death, 
commanding him and Bilson. Why 
had he yielded to her? Why had 
he permitted himself to be drag- 
ged hither? Why was he meekly 
doing her bidding? Mr. Chizzy 
felt as though he were acting in a 
dream. 

“* Then shall the Minister say, 

Who giveth this Woman to be 
married to this Man?” 

That roused Mr. Chizzy from his trance. It came late; but it 
seemed to open a way out of the horribly irregular business. He paused, 
and tried to fix an uncertain eye on Sophronia. 
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“Have you a Father or a Friend here?” he demanded. 

“* Jim!” said Sophronia loudly. 

“«Ma’am!” came a voice from the lower story of the stable. 

ce Say ad | ox 

ce Ma’am!”’ 

“Say ‘I do’—an’ say it directly!” 
‘“*Say — say?—what do you want, Miss Huckins?” 
“Jim!” said Sophronia, sternly: “‘open your mouth 
an’ say ‘I do’ out loud, or I come down there immejit!” 

“*I do!” came from the floor below. 

““’Ere’s the ring,” said Sophronia, prompt- 
ly: “*1, M., take thee, N.’—if you ’ll ’ave the 
kindness to go on, sir, we won’t detain you any 
longer than we can ’elp. I’m give away, I be- 
lieve; an’ Ill take ’im, M.” 

“‘Forasmuch,” began the Reverend Mr. 
Chizzy, a few minutes later, addressing the 
chore-girls, ‘Samuel and Sophronia have con- 
sented together in holy wedlock —” 

He stopped suddenly. Up through the 
opening in the floor arose the head of a youth- 
ful ne, 0, perhaps fourteen years of age. Mr. 
Chizzy recognized him as the stable-boy, a 
jockey of some local fame. 

‘What you want me to say I done do?” 
he inquired. 

“Mrs, — Mrs.— Bilson!” said Mr. Chizzy, 
with a tremulous indignation in his voice: ‘did 
this negro infant act as your parent or friend, 
just now?” 

‘*°E give me away,” replied the unabashed bride. 
Mr. Chizzy looked at her, at Bilson, at Jim, and at the chore-girls. 
Then he opened his book again and finished the ceremony. 
* 


* 

The Tullingworth-Gordons were angry when they heard of the mar- 
riage. They missed the two main-stays of their domestic system. But— 
well, Bilson was growing old, and Sophronia was growing tyrannical. 
Perhaps it was better as it was. And, after all, they had always wanted 
a Lodge, and a Lodge-keeper, and the old ice-house stood near the gate 
—a good two hundred feet 
from the house. 

It was nearly a year 
before Bilson could walk 
around with comfort. In- 
deed, eighteen months later, 
he did not care to do more 
than sit in the sun and ques- 
tion Fate, while Mrs. Bilson 
tried to quiet a noisy baby 
within the Lodge. 

“©’Ere I am laid up, as 

I should be,” said Bilson: 
‘an’ there ’s an active wo- 
man a’-goin’ around with a 
baby, and a-nussin’ of ’im. 
If things was as they should 
be, in the course of nachur, 
we ’d ’ave exchanged jobs, 
we would.” 


PUCKERINGS. 


«« No,” said the Deacon, when he got back to Beanville after his New 
York trip: ‘you folks up here seem to hev got a wrong impression 
altogether. I might ’a’ said I wuz goin’ down to York arter green goods, 
but garden seeds wuz what I hed refrunce to. And that there House 0’ 
Detention, why, that’s a sorter public hotel, ez it were, where they put 
strangers so’s’t designin’ people can’t git at’em. ‘Them noospaper fellers 
do git things mixed up drefle. Noo York ’s a mighty wicked place, 
Brother Sawbuck!” 


RS. LANGTRY has a stuffed cat with diamond eyes, and she is looking 
about for somebody to write a play to fit it. 


Tis 1s the year when the girls leap and the men fly. 


T1s saip that Jay Gould enjoyed the novel sensation of a short bal- 
loon trip in Paris. He’s got the earth, and he probably went up 
to take a look at the sky. 


HE ONLY criticism we have to offer on the opera “‘ Die Gétterdim- 
merung” is that Mr. Wagner hit upon a very happy name for it. 


THE Zvening Post remarks that “ Mr. Rider Haggard, who is at present 

in London, talks of spending the winter in Greece””—and our friend, 

Mr. Aaron-Isaacs, whose knowledge of the language is strictly phonetic, 

makes the timely suggestion that ‘“‘Uf de Bresident vould also already 

schpend dot vinter ingreace, it vould save all de droubles ’bout dot sum- 
mer surplush.” 


T 1s reported that a blizzard recently prevented a lecture by Thomas 

Nast in Dakota. Blizzards that will give their attention to heading 

off lectures have, indeed, found their life work. They should be en- 
couraged. 


ow 1s the time of year — Look here, Mr. Editor! When you throw 
the shears, kindly let them come handles first! 


F ELECTION took place the first Tuesday in January, the Prohibitionists 
would stand a better show. 


He 


ou can’T insult a man when your feet are under his mahogany. 
has the dead wood of hospitality on you. 
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POST PRANDIUM. 


PRISING with a half-regretful sigh, ili 
Smiling we separate—my wife and I — i H 
I to my pipe, she to her music, nigh. HT 


I hear her first light touch upon the keys | 
Just as I backward loll in cushioned ease, | 
With the newspaper opened on my knees. 







She sings: The natural richness of her voice 
Blent with an old-time ballad of her choice 
Thrills me like wine; and, listening, I rejoice. 





Rejoice to know—to feel—ah, yes! to hear, 
As the glad-hearted notes are caroled clear, 
ie That life grows sweeter for her, year by year: 


That whatsoever I have failed in, this 
Is real—I have filled her life with bliss, 
And she is happy giving back my kiss. 


 _s The song ends—softly-——with a little trill— ; 
— She calls aloud: ‘‘ Have you the paper s¢7//? pl pe 
es You might just let me read the murders, Will!” er 


Charles Henry Liiders. 


SOMETHING FOR SHARP WITS. Sandwich Islands between the end of the first year of the Carolingian 


period and the fiscal year ending April 29, 1814? 
10.—Where was the light when Moses went out? 


ike THE Other great journals of the age, Puck is always seeking to dis- WR. Cocd 

L cover the hidden, to aid in the spread of knowledge, and, occasion- ehdatiinisianbliat + a 
ally, to set before the reader thoughts, the contemplation of which 

will cause two gray hairs to grow where but one grew before. With the HE MAN who invented the button-hook must have groaned when he 
last named object in present view, the following questions are presented thought of the centuries that had waited for him in vain. 
for solution. The last sender of a complete set of ten answers will be re- 
warded with a commutation ticket good for three dollars’ worth of meals THE car ts shining as bright as silk, 
at Smith’s Restaurant, Kalamazoo, Mich. She ’s a beautiful sight to see; 

1.— Give the author of the touching and oft-quoted lines: For she seems to feel while lapping the milk, 


When this you see, 
Remember me. 

2.—Why does Christmas come 
only once a year? 

3.— If the parallax of Venus 
should cross the apogee of Mars 
in perihelion two degrees north 
of the zodiac in situ, what aster- 
oid would be bisected in transit? 


4.— State the family relation- 
ship existing between George, (of 
“by”? notoriety,) Great Scott, 
and Old Harry. 


5-— Give the author of the 
lines: | 
The rose is red, 
The violet ’s blue, 
Sugar is sweet, 
And so are you. 
6.—What reason is there for 
supposing that Nicodemus had 
nothing to do with the first Punic 
war? 

7.—What word is defined in 
the following sentence: 

In embryology, the parent-cell 
or cystula which results from an 
archimonerula by the reformation 
of a nucleus, and which proceeds, 
by total and equal or palingenetic 
segmentation, to develop in suc- 
cession an archimonerula, archi- 
blastula, and archigastrula. 

8.— Name the author of the 
following lines: 

If you love me as I love you, 
No knife can cut our iove in two. 

g.— What was the amount of 

tea and coffee consumed in the 


The lap of luxu-ree. 

>cene.—A quiet Philadelphia 

street. Walnut or Chestnut. 

Smatt Boy (/o Buinp OrGan- 
GrinveR who 7s evolving opera 
from his box of whtsties, mm 
JSront of a large house which 
bears a “To Let” sign on the 
shutters).—Say, Mister, there ’s 
nobody livin’ in that house! 

Buinp OrGan-GrinDER (77 a 
tone of disdain to Sma. Urcuin), 
— Mind your own affairs! Don’t 
you suppose I knew that myself? 
I only came around here to re- 
hearse these new tunes, 


y 


t 
A 
ly 


uxepo ts thinking of putting 
an accent on its e, 


‘THE SITE has historical asso- 
ciations, too,” said the Har- 
lem real estate agent: ‘that 
house on the corner stands on 
earthworks thrown up by the 
British in the Revolution; and 
right here is where Mike Cooney’s 
goat fell a hundred and twenty- 
seven feet, and got up and butted 
a milkman.” 





MANAGER ts known by the 
company he keeps. 


ON THE “LADIES’ MILE.” 


Hanover Sgueer (showing his Western Cousin about ).—That HEN THE publishers organ- 


man we just passed is one of the most successful bunco-steerers in town! an dlig: Copyright League, 

. __o:; a ai * that kind they go to Delmonico’s and or- 

Western Cousin.— Quite a nice-looking fellow! But what kinc ganize with a big spread. The 

of a boat is a bunco? You know we don’t have much yachting in authors still take the lee side of 
Dayton! any place that comes handy. 





BREAKFAST. 





WREAKFAST Is one of the queerest meals of the day. 

It is a sort of an oatmeal. 

It is sud generzs. 1 am aware that this last state- 
ment will call forth the indignant remonstrances of 
scholars, who would arrogate tu themselves the sole 
privilege of nominating things saz generzs; but nobody 

-in literature need fear the opinion of scholars — their 
voices are soon lost in oblivion. 

When else, while the golden god of day goes ’round, 
do we find another such meal as breakfast? It is really a 
sort of an oatmeal, 

In what other meal does a human being begin on fruit, and attempt 
to end on the schedule time of a horse-car company, the directors of which 
are perhaps personally unknown to him? Where else do we find such for- 
getfulness of self? 

The business man rushes from the bath to the dressing room, showers 
on his clothes, throttles on his tie, dashes a brush through his hair —al- 
ways actuated by the knowledge that if he makes a single false move, loses 
a second by dropping a collar-button, or by making a slip in tying his 
shoes, he is a lost man. 

There is no other meal of the day at which a man is *o desperate as 
at breakfast. What a sight he presents as he 
strides madly to the breakfast room—a wild 
thing! He not only pours down the molten cof- 
fee, but he eats the buckwheat cakes, and rams 
down the ram hash withcut calling for an in- 
vestigating board. At breakfast the business man 
would accept the religion of Buddha, the literary 
tenets of Matthew Arnold, or the financial policy 
of Jacob Sharp. And then he will run for the 
car. He yells good-bye as he bangs the door, 
and a moment later is on his back at the foot 
of the steps. Such is the perfectly scientific 
routine to which we have reduced life. 

But how little it profits a man — this buzz- 
ing haste! On and on and on—and what is the 
end of it? Perhaps when the man gets to the 
office the employer is not in, and the punctu- 
ality is not noted. 

And in his hot haste the man has not 
spared the hot breakfast, so presently it begins 
not to spare him. Until the noon hour he is a 
strange idiot — having limbs and members and 
the power of speech — but still uninteresting. 

To hear small society ladies—and we use 
the term even to include the smallest of the 
plus beau monde — to hear these ladies discourse 
of breakfast is certainly a pleasant relief after 
contemplating the general grimness of the world. 
It seems to be the burning desire of these 
ladies, in their small society way, to give an 
impression that they do not get up to see the 
sun rise. 
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“Ein bier, Fritzy! 
reatty, mit der headt!” 
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Heavy Bass (who és to help out the drag- 


Komm’! How you sub- 
bose I get me dat feller inside ohf? 
Property Man.— Hell stredtch, I dinks 
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“* Py grascious, Badenschneider; you t’ink 
I vos haf no feelins? !!!” 






One of the ladies will observe that ‘‘ they have so much better ways 
of doing these things in London.” ‘‘ Yes,” replies the other: ‘‘and in 
Paris.” 

Paris. 

And then the scratch and scurry of the two ladies to see which will 


Inspiring word! 

be first at the pole with the phrase: ‘‘déjeuner a la fourchette.” It is 
quite immaterial in what class of small society the ladies are enthroned — 
the one who is first under the wire feels that she has put in a profitable 
day. And the other can go home, and pipe off her friend’s French, and 
her affected ways and her pedigree —so that in the end all things come 
even. 

Some people make breakfast a social occasion. It is the vogue in cer- 
tain classes of society, but the solid farming community does not seem to 
countenance it yet. Four a. m. is the regular breakfast time. But we think 
that if the farmers would slightly change their present rules, so to have 
breakfast immediately before going to bed instead of immediately after, 
this pleasant custom might catch on with them. 

Have I been very severe on breakfast throughout this article? Yet 
it is a meal from which I have derived benefit these many years. Break- 
fast is a queer meal; it is a sort of an oatmeal. Williston Fish. 





A LUMP OF COAL. 





AM AN ugly lump of coal 

As black as blackest night, 
And yet I have a prisoned soul — 
The soul of May-time white. 


For as the May dispels the gloom 
And makes the lilies blow, 

I set the cosy dining-room 
With flaming flowers aglow. 


My spirit, when I hotly crack, 
Right up the chimney springs, 

And then I am a bird jet-black 
With flaming scarlet wings. 


a kh. H. 





«eves,” saip Mrs. Pixtale, of Chicago: “I do 
just love Wagner and his ‘Flying Ger- 
man’— ain’t that the name of it? I think the 
‘ Sewing-Machine Chorus’ is just simply superb!” 


OLOMON, WHEN he gave his famous judge- 
ment, was the first man who ever proposed 
to split the difference. 


««]F THIs here is the College of Heraldry,” 
said a Chicagoish gentleman, as he en- 
tered: ‘‘I want a crest with three feathers onto 
it, suthin’ like that man Isaac Deane has on his 
trade-mark.” 
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The End of Fafner. 
Broap Street BarTenpER. — Dot vos a 

fine beformance you gef us to-nighd! 
Heavy Bass.—Yes; but it vill bedder pe 

ven der machineries geds runnin’ goot! 
































Ir was this way: 

We had been out from camp 
~ —Jim and I —for three days, 
and the whiskey was getting low. 

We had first emptied both our flasks 
. into the coffee pot, pooling our re- 
maining stock, and were going to 
make an even divide, when the bear 
came in. 

He had not been invited, nor did he 
knock as he came in. He just came stroll- 
ing out of the brush, in a listless, dést2ngué way, up to the camp fire. 

We rose, of course. It is the invariable custom in the mountains, 
when a bear joins a party unexpectedly, for the members of the party to 
rise. If the bear is a small one, it is not considered necessary to rise 
higher than the lowest branches — some seven or eight feet; but, on the 
approach of a grizzly or a large cinnamon, it is customary to rise five or 
six feet higher. Social etiquette is very strict on these points. 

This was a grizzly; so we did not stay even to look for our guns; 
but rose at once about twenty feet. 

He hardly acknowledged our courtesy —just the bearest recognition 
—and then proceeded to take an inventory of our outfit. It was not long 
before he struck the whiskey. Then he sat down to make a night of it. 

“* Jake,” said Jim, calling 
across from his tree to mine: 
«I poured my whiskey into 
the pot first, did n’t I?” 

“Ta 

“*So my share ’s at the 
bottom, and it’s your half 
he ’s drinking now, ain’t it?” 

It was a low-down way 
for Jim to talk, and I felt 
like dropping out of my tree 
and climbing up to thrash 
him. But I didn’t. 

Soon the liquor began to 
tell on the bear, as we could 
see from his hiccoughs and 
the unsteady look in his eye. 

Then he —the bear— be- 
gan overhauling our packs, 
Soon he came to my spare 
overalls and, diving his fore 
paw into the pocket, pulled 
out an old pawn-ticket and 
akey. The ticket had run 
out, so he threw it away. 
Then he grabbed the key; 
and, picking up my hat and 
putting it on over one ear, 
staggered across to the foot 
of Jim’s tree, and com- 
menced jabbing the key into 
the crevices of the bark. 

*‘Looking for the key- 
hole, by all that ’s holy!” 
said Jim, as he drew his legs up a couple of feet higher. 

Presently the bear dropped the key into the grass, and tried to look as 
if he had done it on purpose. Then he saw my rubber boots; and you 
should have heard him laugh as he grabbed them! Then he sat down 
on his haunches, and began to pull the boots on. 

But he had his back turned to me now; so, while he was wrestling, 
trying to put his left foot into the right boot, I just dropped from my tree 
and reached for a rifle. He must have heard me drop, and I hardly 
had hold of the gun before he was up and facing me. 

It was an awful moment! Scarcely ten feet separated me from the 
Monarch of the Mountains — the Terror of the Forests! His eyes seemed 
to flash living fire in the blaze of the burning logs, and in the flickering 
light, his teeth — those teeth which, if my muscles trembled at the critical 
moment, would soon be bathed in my life-blood — looked doubly terrible. 

For an instant there was a death-like hush as we stood facing each 
cther in the lurid fire-light. We both knew that it was war to the death. 

Then he rose in all his rugged majesty, He came toward me — 
slowly, terribly. I could almost feel his hot breath on my hands. The 
supreme moment had arrived. My finger was already pressing the trigger. 
He opened his mouth. 

“Let ’er — hic!— go, Gallagher!” he growled with his last hiccough. 

And I did. 

But when he was dead, I wished I had stopped to ask him how he 
had got onto my name. james Gallagher. 
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JOLLY WINTER DAYS IN 
Resiwent (docng business in New York).—Am | late for the 7:30 train? 


$23 


FROM BOSTON. 
(In a Boise City, Idaho Ter., Saloon.) 


Watt-tvep Sam.— So you’re from Boston? I s’pose yer ancestors 
kim over in the Mayflower steamer? 

Tenperroot.— Oh, no! 

Sam.—An’ one uv yer relations was n’t the foth guvner o’ Massachu- 
setts Colony? 

Tenperroot.— Not that I ever heard of. 

Sam.— Well, see here, stranger; le’s take a drink; durned if you ain’t 
interestin’. (drinks.) But 1 reckon yer great-grandfather fell down Bunker 
Hill? 

‘Tenperroot.— No; he was n’t there. 

Sam.— Here, Billy, set ’em up agin — what do you want water with 
it for? Rench it down with more whiskey. But, stranger, you took lessons 
in philosophy under Emerson? 

Tenperroot.— No, my friend; I never met him. 

Sam.— Here, Billy, pass the cigars! You did n’t graduate first in your 
class at Harvard? 

Tenperroot.— I never attended that college. 

Sam.— But, then, you’ve been a contri-butor to the A“/antic Monthly 
for some years? 

Tenperroot.— Never wrote a line in my life. 

Sam.— Shake, pard! Come up, all you loafers, Call in them fellers 
sitten on the hoss-rack. Blame if here ain’t the mos’ sensible Boston man 
I ever lassoed! Regards. Leastways, friend, you Aave shook hands with 
the great John L, Sullivan? 

Tenperroor.— I am sorry to sav I never met him, 

Sam.— What! what! I 
hed staked ye off as a sen- 


[oo ee sible man from Boston; but 


you ar’ the biggest fool | 
ever seed-come fum thar. 
Now, you pay fur these 
drinks an’ schottish out o’ 
here! Fum Boston, an’ 
never seed Sullivan! Now, 
you light! Fum Boston! 
The infunnel liar! 
A. W, Bellaw. 


NEBRASKA MAN has in- 
vented a cow-milking 
machine of four-calf power. 


DEAD HORSE On the street 

in New York will draw 
almost as big a crowd as 
Patti. 


NOTHER THRIFTY ANIMAL 

is the snake. He can 
always make both ends 
meet. 


HEN 4 HARE suddenly 
becomes frightened he 
stands on end. | Digging 
utensils go with this one. | 


THE SUBURBS. 


ULLING WEEDs is not so unpleasant work, particularly when they grow 
on a pretty little widow’s bonnet. 


HE MANTLE Of charity does n’t cover as big a multitude of sins as it 
does of sinners. 


|F THE PEN is really mightier than the sword, we wonder why it does n’t 
turn on some of the poets and stab them to death, 


“HAM OMELET, $3.75.” 


Citizen, oF Port Jervts, strolls into 
Delmonico’s, deposits hat, grip-sack and 
umbrella on end of table, unbuttons duster, 
scans bill of fare handed to him by attent- 
ive waiter, gets up, collects his property, 
and starts to walk out. 

Warrer. — Does n’t the menu suit you, 
sir? 

Crrizen oF P. J. — Waal, I reckon I kin 
tell better when I git back. I’m goin’ down 
on the street to pick up a few thousand 
dollars worth of stocks, ’n’ if I hev four ’r 
five hundr’d left 1’ll come in ag’in later, 






















“ROBINSON CRUSOE” REVIEWED; 
Or, THe Unreatiry or Reatism, 


AREFUL CRITICS, who have attained the 
age at which the cannibal loses his 
terrors, and a perusal of ‘‘ Robinson 
Crusoe” no longer dilates the eye 
to the saucer-size, have observed 
that Defoe, in his alleged realistic 
masterpiece, not infrequently lapses 
into improbabilities and glaring in- 
consistencies. And yet, few of the 
critical attacks upon the veteran 
novel have been directed upon 
the proper points. 

Some wonder why Crusoe forti- 

fied himself so industriously after 
he saw there were no ferocious 
beasts around, and before he sus- 
pected the visits of savages. But 
such critics forget that there were 
goats on the island, and that Rob- 
inson naturally wished to protect his 
nail-keg, canned goods, and other hardware saved from the wreck. 

Defoe, however, is not always so true to nature, For example: 
when a man of Robinson Crusoe’s antecedents finds himself shipwrecked, 
half-drowned, limited to the society of some very reserved goats, and 
facing a cruel destiny; and, under such depressing circumstances, stumbles 
upon some casks of rum, (as Robinson did,) he inevitably stays drunk all 
the time. A consistent Crusoe would not have drawn a sober breath 
while the rum lasted. When he did sober up, and discovered that he 
could not get his head inside the entrance to his cave, then Defoe might 
have introduced those Serious Reflections and pious resolutions, which 
otherwise lose much of their force. 

How was it, too, that Crusoe spent weeks in making chairs, tables, 
baskets, and cooking- pottery for his domestic use? The wreck, which 
seems to have been a floating country store with bar attached, ought surely 
to have supplied such simple articles. It is strange that it should have 
furnished clothes, muskets, and grindstones, but never a piece of earthen- 
ware; it is incredible that tool chests and powder kegs should have been 
saved, and that everything resembling a table, a settle, or a hamper should 
have been lost; and I am pessimist enough to believe that a Crusoe in 
real life would have found that all the cooking utensils were intact, and 
that all the provisions had gone to the bottom, 

Again, Crusoe’s consternation at finding a single footprint on the 
beach is incomprehensible. As he says, “‘I could see no other impression 
but that one,”’ it is preposterous that he should have fled so precipitately. 
Was he, with his seven muskets, afraid of a defenseless one-legged can- 
nibal? Granting that he was, he surely might have outrun such a veteran 
without starting before he hobbled in sight. 

True, we may pardon the freaks or infirmities of Crusoe when we 
recall the infinite adaptability of the man. He tells us, with an air of en- 
thusiasm, that he was monarch of all he surveyed; and yet, when the can- 
nibals appeared, the monarch cheerfully surrendered much of his territory 
and showed that he could unbend into an humble and retiring private 
citizen. In portraying the reflective moods of his hero, Defoe makes a 
ludicrous failure. Cru- 
soe informs us that, 
after he discovered the 
remains of a cannibal- 
istic dejeuner a la 
fourchette, he re- 
mained in his cave — 
pensive and sad —re- 
flecting on man’s in- 
humanity to man, and 
so pitying the benight- 
ed state of savages that 
he had no heart to get 
up and go about. The 
psychology of the situ- 
ation does not impress 
me, and I think it 
would have been more 
ingenuous for practical 
Crusoe to disclaim phi- 
lanthrophy, and con- 
fess that he pensively 
realized that his rela- 
tions to the cannibals 
were those of a gas- 
tronomic godsend or 
an imported delicacy. 








A MISFIT OVERTURE. 


SPAGENVOGEL (in a conciliatory vein).— Long 
life fer dot Pope! 

OFFICER Tosin.— Thot ’s tin days exthry f’r 
youse, me boy, It’s an Orangeman yure talkin’ to! 


PUCK. 





Blundering psychologically, Defoe is also at fault on anthropology. 
Friday, instead of developing into a European slowly and with painful 
relapses, is civilized in what he must have regarded as indecent haste. 
He had been used to high living, and such a sudden departure from his 
accustomed regimen would have shattered his constitution. Had he, after 
halting between the promptings of gratitude and a sorely tempted appe- 
tite, been made to compromise by biting off his master’s ear, or nibbling 
at his great toe while he slept, the progress of his conversion would have 
been correctly and even powerfully delineated. 

Finally, I do not think Defoe fully perceived the artistic possibilities 
of his subject. What fine dramatic effects he might have obtairied by de- 
veloping the missionary spirit in Crusoe and setting him to preaching An- 
dover damnation to the cannibals — with Friday in the background taking 
up collections in his master’s goat-skin beaver! I marvel that an author of 
Defoe’s shrewdness and foresight did not thus attempt to introduce his book 
into Sunday-school libraries. He might still have satisfied poetic justice, 
and conciliated the anti-Andover reader by concluding with an indignation 
banquet of the cannibals, whose bill of fare would be the missionary’s 
obituary notice —as usual. For local coloring, he might have given a fac- 
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A PROMISING QUEST. 


Cassius (fo group of Fettow-Romans).— Say, has any one 


of you fellers got the make-up for a dude? I’m going out to 
Newark on a little one night snap, in ‘‘ Freddy Vavasour, or So- 
ciety’s Darling,” and I’m cast for the title-réle! 


simile of the souvenir menu-card, as inscribed on the fly-leaf of a tract — 
translated from the Carib dialect in a foot-note, thus: 


Annual Reunion of the Evangelical Alliance and Order of 
Associated Cannibals. 


Menu. 
Biscutts a la Neptune. Goat-milk Cheese. 
Grilled Crusoe with Terrapin Consommeé. 
Boned Friday with Truffies. 


Blood Pie. Nuts. Ratsins a la Fernandez. Rum, 


What a picture, too, we might have had of an exhilarated cannibal 
rising for an after-dinner speech, and thrusting his hands into his breeches’ 
pockets — forgetting, in the optimism of the moment, that he had none— 
and thus setting the sand -bank in a roar! But, after all, what we admire 
in Defoe’s novel is the marvelous insight of the author into the needs of 
a Crusoe. The book might well be sub-titled: ‘An Accurate Inventory 
of Indispensables for Roughing it Comfortably in Juan Fernandez.” With 
the plant of Robinson Crusoe, any industrious man would have prospered, 
and a tramp could have existed. Still, when we remember that Robin- 
son was cut off from all the modern conveniences— that there were no 
Persian rugs or cretonne portiéres in his cave, the story is not without its 
pathos. Eureka Bendall. 


HERE ARE shrewd, careful men in this country who are bound to crowd 

the weak to the wall. One of them bought Horace Greeley’s auto- 
graph at a sale the other day, and within half-an-hour bulldozed a Chi- 
nese laundryman into delivering six shirts and a dozen collars for it. 



















aS 











PUCK. 335 


ADDENDUM TO “THE ANATOMY OF ACTING.” 





R. WILLIAM ARCHER, in Longman’s Magazine for January, has a paper 
M on ‘*The Anatomy of Acting.” He is fair enough so far as he goes; 
but dissection under the scalpel-pen should examine the lesser mem- 
bers of Acting, as well as the more important 
ones. Following the line, therefore, laid out 
by Mr. Archer, why not have a “‘ Minor-Actors’ 
Catechism,” and address it to the supernu- 
meraries and members of the chorus? 
Let it run somewhat in this way: 
I.—When in a part such as a Roman 
Citizen, do you fecl inspired with patri- 
otic or revengeful sentiments at the speech 
of Rienzi or Mare Antony? Do you 
rush off the stage, shouting: ‘‘ Revenge!— 
about! — seek!— burn! — slay!— fire!— 
kill!” and fecl imbued with murdcrous or 
incendiary impulses? Do fires ia the 
theatre ever occur in that way? 
II.—In dancing around the proverbial 
May-pole, or pacing the sedate quadrille 
in Capulet’s ball-room, do you enjoy it as much as you would dancing 
on a Sunday excursion up the Sound, or a picnic at Jones’s Wood? 
III.—When you are dropped off the dark and gloomy bridge of a 
castle into the moat below, and light on a pile of feather beds, do you 
really experience the sensations of drowning as the drops of water fall 
back on you, which the stage-carpenter has thrown up to add to the de- 
ception of the audience? 
The above are only intended as suggestions; but they ¢v to prove 
how very interesting the minor points can be made, and Mr. Archer is at 
liberty to make such use of them as he may desire. 








F J. LAWRENCE SULLIVAN should knock a man senseless, could it be said 
that he (the man) was paralyzed by an athletic stroke? 


«¢ No, sir!” exclaimed old Mr. Getthere to the agent who had ruth- 

lessly invaded the sanctity of his private office: ‘‘I won’t look at 

your cyclopedia; I don’t want it; I won’t have it. My boys have all 

got bicycles, and 1’m not going to buy anything new for them to break 
their young necks off of!” 








SENSITIVE. 


Younc Gorpon, (who has just secured a position on a con- 
temporary of ours, goes to an after-theatre supper given by his 
cousins ).— It may be very funny, my dear relatives; but I can’t 
say that I admire a taste which allows you to be so brutally jo- 
cose! (And it was not until he had gone, that it occurred to 
them that the cook had stuffed the turkey with chestnuts ! ) 


NOTE FROM THE STATE OF MAINE. 
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““Mr. Switzerberger, of the Post Mills Road, with 
his proverbial good taste, has had a new well dug on his 
premises. It is exciting healthy emulation among his 
neighbors.” —Banner of Freedom. 


AN UNIMPORTANT OMISSION. 

The head usher had finished marshaling his forces in the 
church vestibule; but his brows were wrinkled, and he looked 
anxiously about him, 

**] know I’ve forgotten something,” he murmured, “and I 
can’t think what it is. The flowers are all right; the dominie ’s 
got the ring; the old man knows where to stand to give her away; 
the organist ’s primed — what the deuce is missing?” 

“Where ’s the bridegroom?” inquired a sympathetic spectator, 

“By Jove! that’s it. Forgot to notify Jack. I knew there was some 
blamed little detail had slipped my memory.” 


SUNDAY READING. 

Epiror (¢o Assisrant).— This story of Smith’s is a very interesting 
one, and extremely well written; but I’m afraid it’s too sensational. 
We can not be too careful to keep our columns clean and pure. 

Assistant.— How would it do to hold it for the Sunday edition? 

Eviror.—Well, yes, it might do for Sunday. : 


LOCAL PRIDE. 
It was a man from Tin Cup, Arizona, and he was discoursing of Tin 
Cup in his breezy. Western way. 
“I tell you, gentlemen,” he said: ‘‘ we have some pretty tough boys | 
out our way. ‘Talk about your terrors of the French Revolution — why, 
I’ll bet there was n’t one of ’em that Keno Joe or Yaller Reilly could n’t 
have eaten up between drinks.” 














PRACTICAL CHRISTIANITY. 

«1 must leave you now,” the girl said lightly, as she rose from her 
chair: ‘‘I have got to go to the Missionary Society rooms and do some 
sewing for the heathens.” 

“There ’s a heathen around in a Twenty-third Street boarding- 
house,” casually observed the young man, looking vacantly over her head, 
“‘third-story hall-bedroom, front, 
who has three buttons off his cut- 
away, a rip in the elbow of his 
dress-suit, and a choice collection 
of socks that look like cul- 
lenders. Does he come in 
on this missionary deal?” mie 

“He does, George,” Wie Wg; a 
she whispered softly, as she y 
tucked in her eyelids, ‘‘ if 
he needs a missionary all 
to himself.” 
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328 
THE POOR WOMAN OVER THE HILL. 





RS. ORANGE BLOSSOM Was the poorest woman for miles 
around. She was the woman’ whom every one 
helped, as well as the woman who was referred 
to every new-comer as a worthy object. 

“‘If you have any sewing to give out,” 
the rector’s wife would say, ‘‘don’t forget poor 
old Mrs. Orange Blossom.” 

Mrs. Orange Blossom was indeed a poor 
woman; and, beside being poor, she was an invalid with several children 
depending upon her for support. They all lived together in the cellar of 
a forlorn house at the foot of a hill, They got the cellar at a very low 
rate, because it was half-full of water after every storm. 

[t was, indeed, a sad fate that huddled them all together with ague; 
and no one could visit them without rendering some assistance. It was 
pathetic to see the poor woman, bolstered up with pillows, doing embroid- 
ery with her th’a, emaciated, milk-white hands. But that was the only 
way she could get along. As she toiled away, no doubt her thoughts 
were woven into her work. How could the flowers look so bright and 
fresh that grew beneath her weary fingers? Flowers are always a reflection 
of the smiling sunshine that causes them to bloom: 

Perhaps her patient smiles were the sunshine that endowed the silken 
blossoms with the lissome grace and spiritual beauty that breathed from 
their languid faces. 

One day she had to set her work aside, for she was prostrated by a 
raging fever. There was no one in the damp, lonely cellar to offer her 
hope or consolation. Her children played about and sang, little knowing 
the critical condition she was in. ‘Their ignorance of the true state of 
affairs had a pathos about it that was simply stinging. 

One afternoon, after she had been sick some time, little Hazel Blos- 
som ran in and said that Willie McCracken was outside. He was imme- 
diately ushered in. 

“‘T heard you were very sick,” said Willie, ‘‘and I wanted to bring 
you some flowers; but I could find none. So I got my father to let me 
bring our bird over to sing to you. I thought it might cheer you up, and 
make you feel as though wandering in the flowery fields of spring-time.” 

Mrs, Blossom was too weak to express herself as she wished. But 
her wan smile told how grateful she felt for such a kind remembrance. 

So Willie McCracken hung the gilded cage on the bed-post, where 
she could see the bird while it was singing, and have her weariness dis- 
pelled. 

Then he started homeward, for he knew Mrs. Blossom was not able 
to stand the fatigue of conversation. 

When he left, the bird was evidently depressed by the surroundings 
of the damp, murky cellar, for it burst into the wildest gushes of song, 

















ANOTHER VICTIM OF THE GAS HABIT. 


Hatt Boy.— Did you ring, sir? 

Uncre Euisna (who blew out his gas Jifteen minutes be- 
fore).—I\ did n’t do nothin’ else. I wish t’ you ’d look inter th’ 
room nex’ ter this, an’ teli th’ duffer that ’s smokin’ cabbage-leaf 
cigars ter pull on my pipe ’till I git ter sleep. He’s more ’n 
welcome! 


a 


PUCK. 


THE PHILADELPHIA TIGER. 






i GENTS) 
clus} 





New York Sportinc Man (whe has gone over to break a 
few banks ).— How ’s this place; square game or fake? Want to 
know before I go in! 

Cirizen.—You ’ve got to play very carefully here. One of 
our prominent city officials lost a dollar and thirty cents and two 
Girard Avenue horse-car tickets at one sitting, the other night! 





That night a pair of club skates was given Willie McCracken by his 
father, for conceiving such a beautiful idea as the one that had been put 
into execution to cheer the lonely moments of the poor, old sick woman 
over the hill. 

Willie was greatly pleased, and the next day he went over to take 
some marmalade to Mrs. Orange Blossom. 

When he reached her door, he found the children outside weeping. 

“*What ’s the matter?” asked Willie. 

And they replied as one: ‘‘ Mother ’s dead!” 

The canary had gotten in its fatal work. R. K. M. 


A DECISIVE STEP. 

His chum came in and found him slipping a lock of hair into an en- 
velope — not furtively or surreptitiously or hurriedly; but just jabbing it 
under cover in a calm, business-like way. 

“Hello!” said the visitor: ‘‘ what ’s up?” 

“Nothing,” he answered: ‘‘1’m only sending back Miss Hamilton- 
Highlow’s hair, that’s all.” 

“*Engagement off again?” 

“é Yep. ” 

‘*How many times does this make?” 

“Five. It’s final, this time, though, one way or the other.” 

“*Does she say so?” 

**Oh, she always says it’s final. 
off forever, or cards out before Lent!” 
**How do you do it?” 

** Little scheme of my own. 
you?” 

**Sorter brown, is n’t it?” 

**Warm brown, with a little raw umber in it.” 

“© Well?” 

“Well, this sample of hair I’m doing up is red — good, regular 
standard red. I tell you, we ’re going to get down to hard pan emotion 
this trip. She ’ll know whether she loves me or not; and if she does, 
she ’I] walk me in by the ear and go gunning for white horses.” 


7’m fixing things just now. It’s 


You know the color of her hair, don’t 


THE OWNER OUGHT TO KNOW. 

Aunt Positive.—And this, my dear, is a French half-a-crown; where 
the other half is I can’t tell; and my mother kept it in her pocket for 
twenty years for a lucky piece. That ’s General Washington’s busk up- 
on it, 

“*Why, Aunty, it must be English; here is ‘George III.’ under it!” 

“No, honey, ’t is French, and that ’s General Washington!” 
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HOUSEHOLD HINTS. 


HOUSEWIVES WILL be interested in the announcement 
that a New York firm is now manufacturing an ex- 
cellent article of cloth-rubber buckwheat-cakes, neatly 
flavored with genuine buckwheat, and designed especially 
for use in boarding-houses. Their durability is said to 


be remarkable. 
oe 


* * 
NEAT AND PRETTY wall-pocket is made of a half-sec- 
tion, cut vertically, of one of last season’s theatre- 
hats. If you do not wish to cut the hat, it may be sup- 
plied with a plain wooden base, and will then make an 
excellent umbrella-stand. 
* 


CS 


* * 
T Is POSSIBLE to cook cabbage without any disagreeable odor. No un- 
pleasant effects are experienced if it is cooked about one mile from 
the house, in water strongly impregnated with chloride of lime. This is 


the only way. 


* 
* * 


F your PIANO has lost its tone, you may get it in condition again by 
giving it a rest. Lock the piano up, bury the key, and wait patiently 
fur the desired improvement. The longer you wait, the better will be 


the result. 


* 
* * 


SIMPLE BUT EFFECTIVE spanking-apparatus, arranged so as to be easily 
attached to any sewing-machine in the market, has been devised for 
use in large and growing houscholds. 
. * * 
T IS UNDERSTOOD that the inventor of self-raising 
flour is engaged in perfecting a self-raising 
servant-girl, warranted to raise herself at any 
given hour in the morning. 
* “ * 
MPLOYERS OF SERVANTS will be pleased 
to learn that there is a movement 
on foot to give mistresses at least three 
evenings in the week. 
* : + 
N EGG OUGHT to be as good as it can 
be. Yet you don’t want to get the 
kind that can’t be beat. 
* 7 * 
ASH ON ToasT has a better social stand- 
ing than hash that sits down on the 
bed-rock plate. 
* * 
© SWEETEN soured milk, draw off the 
water; put sugar in the chalk, and 


dilute again. 


k 
* * 


SUITABLE INSCRIPTION for a piano- 
cover is: ‘‘ Hands off!” 


WANTS TO BE A NEW YORKER. 

He (in a Chicago restaurant ).—Why 
do you say rawr oystahs, my dear, for 
raw oysters? 

Sue (who has been visiting friends in 
New York).—So that people will take 
me for a New Yorker. 


daylia! 


ON ELEVENTH AVENUE. 


Mrs. v’O’SHauGcuNnessy.— Doan’ notish her-r, Cor- 
> 


It’s Holleran’, th’ flowerisht’s daughter, advy- 
tisin’ th’ ould man wid her cor-rdage bokay! 


| 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


THEL.— You owe an apology to your young man. It may have been 

rude in him to go to sleep while he was calling upon you; but was 

it polite in you to paint caterpillars on his nose? A true lady never over- 
steps the bounds of delicate reproof. 


IsS L. DE V. 0’B.—You wish to know what to do to amuse your party 

of ‘‘lady-friends.” If you have enough “‘lady-friends” to form a 

party, kindly oblige a suffering public by locking them up in some secluded 
spot until they recover. 


EORGE G. B.— Yes, we should advise you to make an afternoon call on 

your betrothed in a dress-suit. It will give her the opportunity to 

break the engagement, for which she has probably been looking for some 
time. 


IRANDA MC MEEKIN.—T here is nothing whatever the matter with the 
sample of cake you have sent us. We have had it tested as a bufter 
on a freight car for three weeks, and it seems to fulfill all the requirements. 


F. F.z— If you want to give your theatre-party any refreshment, just 
confine yourself to treating every member to a hypodermic injection 
before — not after — the show, and the audience will canonize you. 


Mav» s.—Your idea of dyeing your hair to match your costume is origi- 
nal; but we can not commend it. It limits the range of color in 
costume, and bars out the pale pinks and greens. 


EARY HOUSEWIFE.— You are quite right: the practice of throwing 
boot-heels into the mince-meat jar is not to be commended, But 
then, who knows the difference? 


ABEL M.—We can not advise you as to the proper manner of treating 
your delinquent lover until we know whether you have, so to speak, 
a chance to draw for another. 


THELRIDA.—The best way to make over your 
blue silk, if it is in the condition that you de- 
scribe, is to make it over to your younger sister. 





NISE EAD.— Dynamite in your baking-powder 
may expedite things; but it does not leave 
enough bread to interest a hungry man, 


OUNG HOUSEKEEPER.— Do not throw 
away the scum on the top of your 
milk, It is what is known as cream. 
rs. s.— Make it Robinson or Jones 
or Minzesheimer, rather than spell 
it with a Y. 


HIS ONLY SHOW. 

Younc Mr. Sissy (fo Ats Pretry 
Cousin).— I am in search of a wife, Maud, 
and I wish you would tell me the best 
way to go about it. 

Pretry Cousin (thoughtfully ).—Well, 
Charley, I think you had better consult 
some matrimonial bureau. 


CROSSING ON THE FERRY. 

Mrs. CLoversioom (from the country ). 
— Surely, this can not be the part of the 
boat intended for the ladies! 

Mrs. MurrayHitt (/0 fhe manner 
born). — Oh, yes, my dear; don’t you 
see the men are crowding in to take al] 
the seats? 





THE: ENGAGED GIRL TO THE MARRIED GIRL. 


EAR Precious: 

It seems I can not bring myself to 
address you as dear Mrs. Puck, or my very 
dear friend, as I suppose I ought to, now that 
you are married and wear your new honors 
with so much matronly dignity; but the old 

pet names that came into use on the second 
day of our acquaintance at Vassar and have 
seen such active service ever since, still slip 
off the end of my pen so naturally that I 
don’t know how to check or force them back. 
I hope Mr. P. will not mind. Perhaps he 
calls you names himself — nice ones, I mean. 
The other kind 
only come with 

time, and in some cases (yours, I hope, may 

be one) we are told they never come at all, 

which is consoling to reflect on. 

I wonder, dear, if it is not rather nicer 
to be married than to be engaged? Of course, 
there is one advantage in an engagement 
that you don’t possess to the same extent 
in marriage, namely, the certainty that 
you can at any time, and on the slightest 
excuse, break the tie and form a new one. 

Not that I wish you to understand from 
this that I desire to have my engage- 
- ment broken — far from it, indeed! 

Though to you I will own that 
Harry is very trying at times. I am 
powerless before his irony and world- 
ly sarcasm. He is constantly fling- 
ing at fashionable women, at their 
frivolous aims in life — ‘‘a butterfly 
existence,” he calls it. Butterfly, 
indeed! when you know and I 
know it is worry and hard work 
and disappointment half the time. 

He sits there smoking his meer- 
schaum (and you know when a 
man smokes a meerschaum how 
much chance there is to con- 
vince him of anything!), and 
when I| try to explain to him 
how much earnestness and pur- 
pose there is in this life that 

he thoughtlessly condemns, 
he just looks at me with that 
exasperating smile of his, 

and perhaps interrupts me 

by saying: ‘‘ For goodness 
sake, why do you scare 

your hair up off your fore- 

head in that outlandish 
manner? It makes you 

lcok a perfect fright!” or 

some other equally irrelevant remark. 

But, my dearest, I started out to tell you that I am in 
a perfect whirl of preparation for the season. It may seem a sort of 
paradox to say that while, in the present day, we have more’ fashions 
than ever before, we have much less fashzon ; and yet, after the quaint 
rule of paradoxes, it is true, 

Each woman is a law unto herself, and the harmonious conflict of 
costumes is something bewildering in stylish assemblages. The severe 
tailor-fitting, military-looking outfit, impudently elbows the décolleté 
Frou-Frou clinging graces of lace and satin, while the. Dérectocre cos- 
tume, so exquisite for tall, lithe, young beauty, looks superbly down from 
unapproachable heights of elegance at this last month’s inspiration of 
compressed waist and corseted figure. 

And how strange the woman of to-day looks in the fine simplicity of 
those straight drapery lines that clothe the limbs with such statuesque 
beauty, and dissolve into such free-flowing grace of movement when the 
statue moves! The modern face, with its- inquiring eye-brows and alert 
expression, is oddly out of place above a toilette of this sort. We miss 
the large dreamy eyes that seem to stare pensively at nothing in par- 
ticular, the resigned little mouth with its small outward turned lips, 
above all, the dimpled and beseeching chin. There are very few chins 
either dimpled or beseeching in these days; and, indeed, why should there 
be? A woman’s brain and hand are now the levers of her-fortune. She 


appeals but very seldom, except in the divorce courts, and then only for 
good and sufficient cause. 

Well, my dear, whatever the dress may be, one thing is certain — that 
girdles still continue to be the rage, and are worn consequently without 
any sense whatever of fitness. A girdle was the old Grecian badge of 
maidenhood, and was, in fact, as its grace and beauty might suggest, in- 
vented by the gods in council as the distinguishing mark of a vestal; 
hence, no married woman, nor divorced woman, nor widow, nor grass 
widow, can with conscience appear in a waist-girdle. As to wearing a 
girdle and a bustle at the same time, and then looking an intelligent, well- 
read world in the face — shade of Persephone! ‘‘To what base uses may 
we come at last!” 

Of course you know that the craze for old-fashioned and ugly (the 
uglier the better) feminine names, is flinging its devastations abroad with 

alarming rapidity. The Lotties and Carries are spreading themselves 

out gravely into Charlottes and Carolines, Susie has be- 
come Susannah, while the girl who actually 
owns such a baptismal treasure as 
Dorcas or Dorothy long 
hidden under a modest 
middle initial, now drags 
it forth with proud flourish 
and is envied of her peers. 
Thi foible will probably 
have one good effect, at 
least. It will cause the family 
Bible to be dusted, opened, 
and diligently searched — for 
ancient female names; and the 
sale of Bibles will increase, no 
doubt, at once and largely. 
Have you noticed, dear, that 
blushes have almost entirely 
gone out of date? Now and then 
you will see a débutante adorned 
with a few, but not often. They 
were a decidedly pretty fashion, 
but one that I suppose it would 
now be quite impossible to revive. 
They were, as John Ruskin would 
say, “‘the outgrowth of conditions” 
— that no longer exist. 

A Boston fad, which has not 
reached us yet (Boston being such 
an immense distance from New York), 
and which, perhaps, will never very 

largely prevail outside of literary cir- 
cles here, is the adoption of a quotation 
(the more mysterious, the more im- 
pressive), which is to be identified with 
the person who adopts it, engraved on 
note paper, visiting cards, and such sta- 
tionery —something like a motto, with- 
out a crest. I think, ‘‘Men May Come, 
and Men May Go” would be very suitable 
for some of our tenth-season belles, and 
“‘ The Girl I Left Behind Me” for middle- 
aged bachelors. I call it a Boston fad — 
it was so described to me — but, come to 
think of it, dearest, I believe the idea origi- 
nated with your own very talented husband, 
who is certainly identified everywhere with his adopted motto: ‘“‘ What 
fools these Mortals be!” 
And now I must stop, though I have a great 
deal more J want to say; because, while I am 
Ever your affectionate, I am still your 
busy friend, Madeline S. Bridges. 
P. S. There is no P. S. 


SWEET DREAMS. 

“I heard Sister Clara say that 
she dreamt of you last night, Mr. 
Inskip,” said little Evelyn, with 
an air of conveying a secret. 

‘<Did she tell your mother so?” 
whispered Flitterly Inskip, tumult- 


uously. - 
“‘No-o— she told the doctor. 
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“We give to every purchaser the privilege 
of RETURNING THE MACHINE within 
thirty days if not ABSOLUTELY SATIS- 
FACTORY in every respect. . 
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REMINGTON 


Standard Typewriter. 


SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED PAMPHLET. | 


WYCKOFF, SEAMANS & BENEDICT | 


339 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. | 
Linen papers and Typewriter supplies of all kinds. 
NOTE.—Our unqualified challenge for a test of : 
Writing Machines remains unaccepted. Send for copy y | 
if interested, 


CANDY 





PUCK. 


LHERRY 
SLOSsoM 
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IN THE HIGH OOURT OF JUSTICE.—Gosnell v. Durrant—On Sgn. 28, 1887, Mr. Justice Ohitty granted a Perpetual 
Injunction with costs, restraining Mr. George Reynolds Durrant from Infringing Messrs. John Gosnell and Co.’s 
Registered Trade Met, CHERRY BLOSSOM 


A. WEIDMANN. 





Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a superb 
box of candy by express, prepaid, © rast 


of Denver or west of New York. Suit- 
No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 


able for ae. Sample orders so- 
licited. Address, Importer and Manufacturer of 
Cc. F. GUNTHER, Gonfectioner TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


State St., Chicago. 





s 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 


TOP PLAY ING POKER, OR GET POSTED. . . 
other Material for Costumes, etc. ''® 





Secrets Free, H. 0. BROWN & CO.,Salem Depot, N. H. | 
CATARR A positive/y cured by the grcat German 
Remedy. Sample pkge. and book fcr 


4cts.instamps. E, H. MEDICAL CO., East Hampton, Sean. 460 | 


HEWITT’S PATENT BALL POINTED PENS for sale by 
Findler & Wibel, Stationers and Blank Book Mfs., 
146—150 Nassau Street, Hew York. 


94 











Sere = WRITING 


Tue Bati-Pointep Pens are suitable for are suitable for writing in every position; 
never scratch nor spurt; hold more ink and last longer. 
Seven sorts, for ledger, rapid or professional writing. 
Price, $1.20 and $1.50 per gross. Buy an assorted sample box 
Sor 25 cents, and choose a pen to suit your hand. 

The “Federation” Holders not only prevent the pen 
from blotting, but give a firm grip. 
Price, §, 15 & 20 cts. Of all Stationers. 
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THE CELEBRATED Morninc Compliments, 


A ucuT little zephyr came flitting, )2 uy 
Just breaking the morning repose, ; 3  §Kin & Sc al “, 
; The rose made a bow to the lily, D1 ES 
y The lily she bowed to the rose. SEAS 
And tl i ft little whi aw ith the< 
— nd then, in a soft little whisper, ; ; 
aye CUTICURA 


J es A N © = As faint as a perfume that blows: 

Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. “You are brighter than I,” said the lily; 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. “You are fairer than I,” said the rose. 

a . * T° | (Y,HE MOST DISTRESSING FORMS OF SKIN AND 

SOHMER & Go, Sydney Dayre, in St. Nicholas for January. | | scalp diseases, a ~y of hair, gh infancy to old age, are 

— | speedily, economically and permanently cured by the CuTicurA 

SAE PA» J) 19 Chestnut St. BLAIR’S PILLS.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic | Remepies, when all other remedies and methods fail. 
: Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, and Curicura Soap, an ex- 


PH 
. o : : Pills. At alld sts. ~U es S . 
SAN F NC Sg0, of CAL, cond cigb D6" "a’g. | Remedy val Box, 34; round, 14 Pills Su Re ah ad quisite Skin Beautifier, prepared from it, externally, and Cutt- 
BALT MORE. M Charlies CURA RESOLVENT, the new Blood Purifier, internally, cure every 
form of skin and blood disease, from pimples to scrofula. 


s - 
d “OUR” FELT TOOTH BRUSH. 2 S°USHES 28¢ 3 The Great English Complexion Soap Sold everywhere. Price, CuTicura, 50c.; SOAP, 25c.; RESOLV- 
A ENT, $1. Prepared by the Potrer DruG AND CHEMICAL Co., 














HORSEY MFG. CO. UTICA.N.Y. me a 
30sTON, MAss. 


_ Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ 


Professionally named ‘The Hygeian Brush.” td om Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily skin pre- —@® 
best cleanser and polisher of the teeth known.”—N. }’. vented by CuTicura Soap. “ER 
Tribune. ‘Unequal led for 2 eats excellence and 7 ine 
gconomg. © Bristle ‘‘Head,” best ‘‘Florence” meme, eS : ' - a : 
fitting ove holder, lic, Set Tbe, or sold separately. a Relief in one minute, for all pains and weaknesses, in 

een a : Cuticura AnTI-Pain PLAster, the only pain-killing plas- 
First Prize Medal, ' Vienna, : } ter. 25¢. 
| » C. WEIS, 
As Manufacturer of Meerschaum 9 
}} Z. Pipes, Smokers’ Articles, etc., whole- | 
i “ 4 y sale and retail. 399 Broadway, N. Y. | | 


Factories, 69 Walker Street, and Vienna, | 
Austria. Sterling Silver-mounted Pipes and Bowls | | CGRATEFUL—COMFORTINGC. 


. . . . | 
made up in newest designs. Catalogue free. Pleace mention Puck, | 


Recommended by the President of the ap 
of Surgeons of Engiand, 
C1 old Sir Erasmus Wilson, F.R.S 














Mrs. LANGTRY writes: 


iad 
“Since using Pears’ Soap 
stable Kk +” I HAVE DISCARDED 


ALL OTHERS.” 


Spring 1888. ee 
COTTON GOODS, Be eed 
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PRINTED SATINS, en 


“ ANDERSON'S” ZEPHYRS. 
The Ice Palace and Carnival at St. Paul. | 


\ ery new and fresh styles, just To this greatest of winter festivities multitudes will be attracted 
landed. | by the low rates and unrivaled train service offered by the Chicago 


; and Northwestern Railway. For particulars address, 


Proadovay hs 19th ok. 147 E. P, WILSON, General Passenger Agent, Chicago. STEEL PENS 


AT FREQUENT DATES EACH MONTH GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION 1878. 
New York. ° Nos. 303-404-170-604. 


gj0NS THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS. 




















ASK FOR ~ 


LiEBIG COMPANY'S aff re core NEY BROS: 


(ED SPECIAL FAVOURS, 


FOR A” DENVER, EGYPTIAN FLOWERS, 
COUNCIL BLUFFS, A rare blend of of Yenidge. 


OMAHA, STJOSEPH, ATCHISON Straight 


on KANSAS CITY. SPECIAL = opr 
For dates, rates, tickets or further information In Full Dress, Latest English and 
apply to Ticket Agents of connecting lines, White-Caps packages. 


7 or address KINN 0 ’ 
EXTRACT Of MEAT | _ panmonron,catenthingCiagyn, * | ———_ KINNEY TORNCCO Ob, Seu, No Yo 
nd insist upon no other being substituted for it. and JEWELRY: 
N. “ae —Genuine only with fac-simile of anna WA 7 CH E 100 pas Se aaeenns se: 
3 a: 
Baron Liebig s signature in BLUE INK B O K Ee R S cad | TT E i S ___'The Domestic Mfg. 0D eee RET 


Sold by storekeepers, Grocers and Druggists. The Oldest and Best of All 
a Sa STOMACH BITTERS, H Et Bs f th DEA F 
a MEDAL, R's 1878. AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, or ine 


; : Peck’s PATENT IMPROVED CUSHIONED FapP 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. DRUMS RESTORE THE HEARING whether deaficss 


L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, ONS is caused by colds, aren gg eet 
_ SSTL 
rm ag nT] 78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. i aes tao eee. tactdliie, com 
: Nee ae a fortable, always in posit jon iy, We om 
abs: [= versation, even whis, stinc’ re e e! 
I gg rap ore gure ad ze ( to — using them.” Write t oF, HIS 853 
C » from which the excess of . oadway, cor. 14th 8 New York, — llvise 


Oil has been removed. It has three trated book of Feeoual yPREE. Sate this paper. 
mes the stren of Cocoa mix - ! 
Sack daoninsareenn, PAIN-EXPELLER! EXPELLER | For CATARR H, ASTHMA, CONSUMPTION. 


and is therefore far more economi- is acknowledged to be the best and most 
cal, costing less than one cent a eficacious Kenedy 7 pote 7 a ly ali els anni oat teat 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, people. Wh Who has pesos tiga this excellent = oe Perfec ky 
strengthening, easily digested, and |, always keep \ ? 
d “anchor” in his . ; 2 and goes rij 

admirably adapted for invalids as EXPELLER” trvemark “Anchor” ni \ Y oe diseased parts of the air-pas- 
well as for persons in health. sages, from the nostrils to the 
Bold by Grocers everywhere. [on or a WA Sa a Besant Mich tie tas 
310, BROADWAY, NEWYORK and LON- . , { ==> are clearer and the inflamma- 


133 DON E.C. 1, RAILWAY PEACE. FEN- Oe MARS Oe = tion is less: The cure is sure, 
W. BAKER 0, Dre, Has. 5 ae uw. 


Puck’s Library, ‘6 9 ANN deal " 1520 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 
No. 6, SASSIETY. 1ocents. ‘ BRANCH OFFICE: 25 East 14th Street, New York. 







































































TYPEWRITER. 
LONDON AWARD, OCTOBER, 1887. 


“The best Typewriter for office work 
where speed is required.”’ 


MECHANICS’ FAIR, BOSTON, 


DECEMBER, 1887. 
Awarded the an Gold Medal. 


THE HAMMOND D TYPEWRITER CO., 


& 77 Nassau Street, New York. 
206 La Pes St.,Chicago. 300 Washington St., Boston. 
706 Olive St., St. Louis. 15 North Charles St., Baltimore. 
518 West Main St., Louisville. 


\HORTHAND, thoroughly taught 


y Mailor Personally. 
ITUATIONS PRrocurED for eapiie when competent. 


TENOGRAPHERS furnished 


business men 











without charge for my services, 


YCLOSTYLES, Peireular Letters 
ALIGRAPHS, The Best WRITING 
W. G. CHAFFEE, 1 ole N.Y. 





>MACHINE made. 





Send for circ’s. 


RMSTRONC BRACE! 


a  D 
ELASTIC SUSPENDER WITHOUT RUBBER 
— ane oe ae ead AND 





No Rubber used in these oe Nickel 
Plated Brass Springs furnish the Elasti- 


city. Ask Your aler tor Them. 
Sent by_mail, postpaid, on receipt of 
price, at the following list: 
4 Quality, plain or fancy = peeek $ 50 
(ag we PER wsee vt 
c see yes —_— 1 00 
oe + + web a 1 25 
E = lain silk web.........- 15 
¥F Eacy PS WER cccccance 2 00 


ARMSTRONG MFG. ¢o., 428 


216 Church st.,N.Y. 267 Franklin st. mnt 


Over 6,000,000 PEOPLE USE 
pane SEEDS 


Ped M.FERRY&CO. 
are admitted to bs 


















tn the world, 
D.H.FERRY&Co's 
Illustrated, De- 
scriptived Priced 


applicants, and tc 

season's custo- 

mers without ordering it. 

on wane ne pe oa Fee 34 
lower 8 should sen 

Mich 


‘ERRY & CO., Detroit, 136 





SO MASTINGS® «— @ASRATART? IDS TPR 
¢ Prest. Gentianager VPrest. 


ESNaRAVING TOR 
ae ILLUSTRATIVE 
URP@SES BEGEG 
AP 
@7hPanns Pincra 
MARV BELO Us 


& | 
NAR 
fi INGRA 





BRANCH ‘AT 726 CHESTNUT ST: 
GO PHILADELPHIA: PAe 


126 








DISCOVERY. 


Wholly unlike Artificial Systems—Cnre of Mind Wandering. Any book 
learned in one reading. Great inducements to correspondence classes, 
Prospectus, with opinions in full of Mr. Proctor, the Astronomer, Hons. W. 
W. Astor, JUDAH P. BENJAMIN, Drs. Mivon. Woon, REV. FRANCIS B. DENIC, 
The Christian Advocate, MARK TWAEN, and others, sent post free by | 


PROF. LOISETTE, 237 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 





PUCK. 


Like THE THEATRE. 

Jones (who finds his friend Smite gazing into 
the window of a millinery store).— Hullo, old 
man! Admiring the styles? 

SmitrH.— Not exactly. Hear the hand-organ 
at the corner? 

Jones.—Yes. 

SmirH.—Well, look in at the window now. 

Joxes.—.I ’m looking. 

SmirH.— See all the hats? 

Jones.— Certainly. 








MEMORY 





| the BREATH, beautifies and preserves the TEET 


SmitH.—Ain’t it like being in the theatre?— 

| Boston Courter. 

| Tue man who works harder than his 0. eal 
| believes in the force of example.—E-xchange. 

| STRANGE as it may appear, it is usually a cold 

day for a man when he is ‘“‘ fired.”— Boston 

Courier. 








NOS. I. AND Il. OF 


| 
nN | 
| 


THE QUARTERLY EDITION OF 
PUCK’S LIBRARY, 
Consieting, resp., of Nos. 1, 2 and 3, and Nos. 4, 5 and 6 of 
PUCK’S BRARY, are now ready. Price, 25 


ents per | 


Copy. By Mail, 30 Cents. 
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SMILES ARE BECOMING 
ONLY WHEN THE LIPS DISPLAY PRETTY TEETH. 


The shells of the ocean yield no pearl that can exceed in beauty 
teeth whitened and cleansed with that incomparable Dentifrice, 
Fragrant 


SOZODONT. 


Which hardens and invigorates the GUMS, purifies and perfumes 





from | 
youth to old age. ; | 


One bottle of Sozodont will last six months. 
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1835. 1888. 


Brandreth’s Pills are the safest 
and most effective remedy for Indiges- 
tion, Irregularity of the Bowels, Con- 
stipation, Biliousness, Headache, Dizzi- 
ness, Malaria, or any disease arising 
from an impure state of the blood. 


| They have been in use in this country 


for over fifty years, and the thousands 
| of unimpeachable testimonials from 
those who have used them, and their 
constantly increasing sale is incontro- 
vertible evidence that they perform all 
| that is claimed for them. 


Brandreth’s Pills are purely 
vegetable, absolutely harmless and 


| safe to take at any time. 


Sold in every drug and medicine 
store, either plain or sugar-coated. 


FASHIONABLE TAILORING. 


Complete New Stock of 


FOREIGN and DOMESTIC 
SUITINGS, 
TROUSERINGS, 
and OVER( 


FINEST ASSORTMENT IN THE CITY. 





"OA TINGS. 


Business Suits to | order from - $20.00 

Dress 25.00. 

Trousers 500 

Overcoats 16.00. 
* 


Hee Souler: 


145 & 147 Bowery, 
and 
771 Broadway, Corner Ninth Street. 


Samples and Plate of latest New York fashions, giving an ac- 
curate and descriptive idea of self-measurement mailed free 
application. 


on 


























OneTrial Proves It 


nd the 
enly Nickel cigar on the market that is a bona 


absolutely pure long Vuelta Havana filler, :. 


fide competitor of all 10 cent brands. Ask your 
dealer for it, and take no other. Allorders filled 
by express, prepaid, GLASER, FRAME & CO. 
Manufacturers, READING, PA. 


Liz 
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THE GENUINE 


Henry Clay Cigars. 


FOR SALE BY 
ALL DE KE ns | THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 


Viuda de JULIAN ALVAREZ, 


HENRY CLAY FACTORY, HABANA, CUBA. 
FERD. HIRSCH, 


Sole Representative for the United States, 
2 BurtinG Sur, New Yor«. 





PUCK. 


SMOKE 


CELESTINO PALACIO & C0.’S 
LA ROSA 
anp EL TELECRAFO 


KEY WEST HAVANA CIGARS. 


For sale by all first-class dealers throughout the 
United States. 





The Great French Tonic. 


A WONDERFUL COMBINATION 


PERUVIAN BARK, IRON 


CATALAN WINE. 


It has been used in France for twenty-five years, and 
exceeds in popularity any other French preparation. 

It prevents Malaria, Cures Malarial Fevers, tones up 
the system, and invigorates the life. 


It is sold universally, or by 


E. FOUGERA & C0., 


IMPORTERS, 
80 NORTH WILLIAM STREET, NEW YORK. 





SHAVING 
SOAP, 


for 50 years has heen 
famous for its rich 

| soothing and lasting 
| lather and is the favor- 


i} ite Nee “ —_ vad 

MANCHESTER “CONN, Hl ever 
1| Sela by - ‘all dealers 
ii in drugs and not.ons, 
or sent by mail on 
receipt of 15 cents in 


stamps. 
The i B. Williams Co. 
Shaving Soap Speeic!. 
ties, Glastonbury, Ct. 
Former!. 
Tiliams & 


CARIES. 
a SHeMSTED APTIECARES, 


ONE MILE SIGNAL WHISTLE 


loudest and mort pi lercingly sh 
ee of its size made. wen be heard ay La 
to ong Tm The exact size of a /, 
. 8. Government 
Rifle: Cartridge. Made of bur- 
nia brass with nickel 
bullet. Invaluable asa 4 
signal for teamsters, 
farmers, sportemen 
and all who wish to 
attract ae at 4 
a long distan 
ittle 
a that 
one who 
Oy ans t wants it. 
y You should have’ 
7”. it. To introduce our 
full, expensive, and in- 
teresting catalogue ©) 
enn ks knives, novelties, and 
j rticles, we will send this 
9 whistle and catalogue by mail, ar 4 
paid, for only 25 centa in stamps 
adress it ENN IE & ALLSON ‘a. 
oo. 725 Filbert ert Street, Philadelphia, Penna. 143 


Offer No. 1738. es 
FREE!—To MERCHANTS ONLy: An elegant silver- 


plated Water Pitcher, frosted and richly carved; height, | 


13 inches. Address at once, R. W. TANSILL & Co., 55 
State Street, Chicago. 





wad OME, EXERCISER’: or Brain Workere 


ntlemen, Ladies, and Youths ; 

the Athlete or Invalid, A complete gymnasium, Takes 
up but 6 inches square floor-room ; something new, scien- 
titic, durable, comprehensive, cheap. Seud for circular. 
“« Schools for Physical and Vocal me 16 East 
14th Street and 713 5th Ave., N. Y. City. Prof. 
m4 4 Wm. Blaikie, author of “ How 

says of it: “I never saw any 40° 

pA “chat I Tikes half as. as well.” 





Gold and First-Class Medals. 
PETER F. HEERING'S 


COPENHAGEN CHERRY CORDIAL. 


LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
7ENERAL AGENTS. 
NEW YORK 


late 








Irate Srupent.— Don’t you ever sweep under 
the bed, I ’d like to know? 

Catm “‘Goopy.”—I always do; I prefer it to 
a dustpan.—Harvard Lampoon. 





The surest and purest liniment in the market is Salvation Oil. 
It kills pain. coun 25 cents. 
A national di of happ 


Cough Syrup. 
FROM THE HOME 


OF THE FAMOUS 


TOKAY WINES. 


is a 25 cent bottle of Dr. Bull’s 








What the Hungarian Trade Papers Say About Them. 


Report of ARMIN VARNAI to me] President of the ,* Tolcsva 
Association for Grape Culture and Wine Production.’’ (Copied 
from the number of November 28th, 1886, of the Magyar Kere- 
skedoek Lapja, or, the ‘‘ Organ of the Hungarian Merchants.’’) 


©, . . Wehave to make mention of one laudable 
exception among the purchasers of genuine Tokay Wines, 
and this is the firm of A. HELLER & CO., in Buda- 
Pesth and New York. The aforenamed world-renown- 
ed house, as in former years, spares no efforts to secure 
the best and purest qualities right here in the valleys of 
the Tokay Mountains, regardless of the prices asked by 
the growers. The New York Branch of A. HELLER 
& CO. (A. Heller & Bro., 35 & 37 Broad Street, and 
307 & 309 E. 54th Street), by the way, deserves great 
credit for having popularized on the other side of the 
Atlantic the judgment and acknowledgement for genuine 
Tokay Wines and Aszu, and at the same time opening a 
market for these articles in the New World 

* " * 

ZEMPLEN, the Oficial Gazette of the Local Government of 
the Province of Zemplén, speaks on the same subject as follows : 

«, . . The judgment for genuine Tokay Wines is 
in America more general than in the capital of Hungary. 
During a period of ten years not nearly as great a quan- 
tity of that noblest of wines has been shipped to Buda- 
Pesth, as the New York Branch of A. HELLER & CO. 
has imported yearly, and, what is more, they were ex- 
clusively of prime quality and mellow old age.” 





To introduce our wonder- 
3 nl -operating hab ing 
Mac will 


hine, we 
ONE away in every town. Best in the World. Ne 
labor or rubbing. SEND FOR ONE to the 
NATIONAL CO., 23 Dey Street, New York. 





coo" SANITAS? === 


The GREAT ENGLISH DISINFECTANT. 


The First Requisite in all Dwolings 


The most POWERFUL and PLEASANT of all 
PREPARATIONS in use. 


Fragrant, Non-poisonous, does not stain Linen, 


“SANITAS” Senainsting 3 Fluid, for sprinkling 
about rooms, disinfecting linen, and 
general house use. 

**SANITAS” Disinfecting Powder, a powerful 
and pleasant preparation for stables, 
kennels, ashbins, &c. 

“SANITAS”? Crude Disinfecting Fluid, a con- 
centrated form of ‘*Sanitas,” to be di- 
luted with water for flushing drains, 


* . &. 
“SANITAS”’ Disinfecting Oil, for fumigating 


sick rooms, treatment of throat com- 
plaints, rheumatism and ringworm. 


“Sanitas” Disinfecting Toilet and Laundry 
Soaps, &., &e. 


THE REGULAR USE OF 


“ SANITAS,” THE BEST DISINFECTANT, and 


Deodorant, is a sure preventive of all contagious and 
infectious diseases. It is invaluable in the sick room. 


“A PEOPLE’S HEALTH IS A NATION'S WEALTH.” 


“SANITAS” IS NATURE'S DISINFECTANT. 


To be had of aH Druggists and of the 


American & Continental “ Sanitas” Co., Ltd., 
636-642 West 55th street, N. Y. city. 


‘Private Club’ 


GRAND CHAMPAGNE. 
FELIX JACQUIN, 


EPERNAY, FRANCE. 





Highest Grade Imported. 
L. E. WILMERDING, 


GENERAL AGENT, 


No. 3 South William Street, N. Y. City. 
Sus-AGENCcIEs. 

W. H, Jones & Co., Boston, Mass. 

Augustus Merino & Co., Phila., Pa. 

W. C. Beetchenow, Newark, N. J. 

H. J. Reynolds, New Haven, Conn. 

Geo. W. Walker, Brooklyn, N. Y. 





$8 a da age worth $1.50, FREE. Lines not 
ler the horses’ eet. Write Brewster's Safety 
ein Holder Co., Holly, Michigan. 





} ore F avorite 








DONT BE A “CRANK” 


Or your Fate may be the same as this 
this Man’s. 





He heard all his friends 
talking about it. 


Hc saw it in every news- 
paper he picked up. 











He saw it in the horse- 
car panel, 


4nd on his theatre 
programme, 









/| mn. 
os ste (tos y 
\ Mn into IN 
And found his Lead- And was told by his barber 
clerk using it for Brain- how it cured him of 
fag and overwork, Diabetes & Spinal Neuralgia, 





And had it offered to And recommended by his 
him by his druggist sensible old family physi- 
when he said he had cian to cure his wife of 
Neuralgia of the ovaries, 


@ headache, 





And heard his grocer re- 
commend it to a cus- 
tomer for Dyspepsia, 


And praised hy his law- 

er, wh > insisted iu icll- 

ng him how ho wes 

cured of sleeplessness 

by it ard kept his brain 
clear on it, 


| 


cn 


EVAL 


SA 


RF Z: 
re 
i 





And found his wife aud And ho is now in the 


daughter had been Insane Asylum whero 
using it on the ely for all -* Crauks,’’ who are 
Sick Headache, not blind but still 


won't see, belong. 


And th‘sis the great remedy (Scotch Oats Es- 
sence) that he would not use himself and didn’t 
want any one else to. It never sent but this one 
man to the Iusane Asylum, but it has kept thousands 
out of it and the grave. If you are Nervous, Dys- 
peptic, Paralyzed, Uver-worked, Ex- 

austed, have Sick Headache, Sle ples:- 
parents pay ia of the Heart and the like. try 
SCOTCH OA'T'S ESSENCE, worth $50 a bottle, 


but all druggists sell it for $1. 
Book on “ BRAIN AND NERVES” If you want 
to see over 2000 IRLAND NERVES™ Free, if ae their 


patients call at our office, Scotch Oats Essence 
Co., 160 Fulton Street, New Yorke 


PUCK. 


Ortawalrs, 
Even the sight of whiskey makes a Prohibi- 
tionist’s eyes water. 
A man’s a man, sometimes; a boy’s a boy 
always. 
Many a man has to die before he is appre- 
| ciated. 


better stay there. 

Because a fashionable young lady happens to 
be the daughter of an iron king, she is not neces- 
sarily a dumb belle. 





| PUCK’S LIBRARY, 





Chicago and Louis- } 
Cincinnati, and all 







Take the 





OE: 


rida and 


>» 


between 

i ville, Indiana 

winter Cities o 
the South. 

E. O. McCormick, Gen. Pass. Agent, Chicago. 


Tue fame of Kansas’ glorious climate is world 
| wide, In Italy the children are taught that when 
they die they go to Kansas. 

Now that youthful prodigies are all the go, 
Ottawa comes to the front with an eleven-year- 


> 29 


old boy who never “‘ went swimmin’. 
Tue fellow who thinks himself most popular 

with the young ladies, is generally the last to re- 

ceive an invitation to a leap year party.— O/tawa 
(Kan.) Daily Local News. 

| Correct. 

| **Dan, what wud yez call a man who stole < 

gallon av whiskey and drank it, and got the jim 

jams?” 

| §* Begorra, I think Id call him a snake thief.” 

| —Boston Sunday Courter. 

| Tuere is no telling how absurd a buyus will 

| influence Congressmen.— Washington Critic. 








CHEAP FARMING LANDS SOUTH. 


America to-day are in the South, and men of much or moderate 
means, looking for real estate investments, or permanent homes, 
should not fail to visit the following points, where so many north- 
ern people are now settling, viz: Jackson, Tennessee; Aberdeen 
and Jackson, Mississippi; Hammond, Crowley, a gy Welsh 
and Lake Charles, Louisiana. Round Trip Tourist tickets, 


Illinois, are on sale to New Orleans, Jennings and Lake Charles. 





read via the Illinois Central Railroad from Chicago or St. Louis. 


| For pane entitled ‘‘ Southern Home Seeker’s Guide,”” and 
ars concerning the above named points, ae the under- 
.FLM 


1 circu 
| signed, at Manchester, Iowa. 

141 General Western Passenger Agent. 
— ee 


TO CHLESTINO PALACIO & CO. 
If I had the voice of Sappho, 

This should be my magic lay: 
« Give me the El Telegrafo, 

And I’ll smoke it every day!”’ 





And from Brooklyn to Formosa 
I should travel like a fay 

On the blue wings of La Rosa, 
Which makes life a holiday. 150 


HENRY LINDENMEYR, 
PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos. 15 & 17 BEKKMAN STREFT. ‘ 
BRANCH, 37 East HOUSTON STREET. } New York. 











A man who is well thought of at home had_ 





It is a recognized fact that the cheapest farming lands in | 


limited to June 1st, 1888, with stop-over privileges south of Cairo, | 


For rates apply. to nearest ticket agent, and be sure your tickets 
i 





Agents 
Snap-Box and Outfit 12c. NECKTIE CO,, AUGUSTA, ME. | 
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CATARRH CURED. 
A clergyman, after years of suffering from that loathsome dis- 
ease, Catarrh, and vainly trying every known remedy, at last 


found a prescription which completely cured and saved him from 
death. Any sufferer from this dreadful disease sending a self-ad- 
dressed stamped envelope to Prof. J. A. Lawrence, 212 East gth 
St., New York, will receive the recipe free of charge. 2 








Se 
STYLO & FOUNTAIN PENS, Scr2. Sc; 
wanted. Fountain Holder, fitted with best quality Gold Pen, 
Stylo $1; Fountain, $2, and up. 


J. ULLRICH & CO., 106 Liberty St., N. ¥. 





FREE TOF.A.M. FineColored Engraving of An- 
cient York, England, where the first G. Lodge of 
Masons was held A D. 9x6. Also large illustrated 
Catalogue of Masonic books and goods with bot- 
tom ~ oA Agents wanted. Pay very liberal. 

are of spuriousbooks, REDDING &CO., 140 


Masonic Publishers and Manufacturers,731 Broadway, ew York, 









at ES. 
. ALMOST AS PALATABLE 


AS MILK. 

The oil is so disguised that 
the most delicate stomach 
can tae it without 
the clightest 
repuznance. 

Remarkable as 2 
FLESH PRODUCER. 
Persons gain rapidly 
y while taking it. 
SCOTT’S EMULSION . 

Is acknowledged by numerous Physicians in the 
United States and many foreign countries to be the 
FINEST and BEST preparation of its class. 






mt, ee 


— FOR THE CURE OF — 
CONSUMPTION, SCROFULA, GENERAL 
DEBILITY, WASTING DISEASES OF 
CHILDREN, and CHRONIC COUGHS. 


SCOTT & BOWNE, New York. 


248 


For Sale 
by all Druggists. 


TAPE WORMS 


Removed in two hours. Permanent Cure Guaranteed. Festab. 
lished 14 years. A.W. ALLEN, 604 Granp St., New York- 























otre-Magne 
the world eratin 
Electric ¢ ‘Magnette 
rful, le, 

ive. Avoid frauds, 


current. : Durab! 
Comfortable ax Eve. ANC 
FOR Bis agea By 


rg, tape ae 
WORNE iuverton: Tai WABAGS AVE. CHICAGO. 





1 9 SILK AND SATIN NECKTIES FREE. 








PICKINGS FROM POCK—FOURTH CROP. 


An Inexhaustible Mine of Mirth and Clean Cut Fun, Twenty-five Cents; by mail, ‘Thirty Cents, 
PICKINGS FROM Puck, Crops One, Two, ‘Three and Four, by mail, to one address, $1.00. 


PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK 


are simple, strong and easily used. 
| through them, 
| without disturbing the rest. 
| States, on receipt of One Dollar. 


Price, Seventy-five Cents. 


Preserve the papers perfectly, as no holes are punched 
Will always lie open, even when full, 


Allow any paper on file to be taken off 
By mail, to any part of the United 


NO. VII. 


OUR FOREIGN FELLOW. CITIZENS. 


| Ten Cents. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





| 





Of all News-dealers. By mail, to any address, on receipt of price, ‘Ten Cents. 
Puck’s Liprary, Nos. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 and 6, by mail, to one address, Fifty Cents. 


Address THE PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, New York. 














ee 


uTICAgER! & 


ae 





LOTTA Ss IES LIE OER D 
- 


Wat ase 
: Hig J A: 








J. Ottmann. Lith. pvcn Bumping «x 


RIVAL ANTI-POVERTY SOCIETIES. 





